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Rebellious, whom their heat of heart eats up

Till the fire fasten on authority

To lay red hands of ruin on all state

And leave in ashes empire ; as of late

This Ket in England, and his like that swarm

At heel of the new creeds in Lutheran lands

To pluck the sun out of the heaven of rule,

And leave men dark and kingless.    Hath not Knox

Struck with his fangs of speech on monarchy

No less than on the Church that first was stung,

Preaching for all men knowledge equally

And prostitute and perilous freedom shared

With all blear eyes, brute mouths, and unwashed hands,

That lust for change and take all fires for light,

Except the sun's wherein their fathers walked ?

And shall not these-at any breach break in

That flaws the sea-wall which forbade their sea

To drown all banks that bound it ?   She will make

Of all that lived in Scotland hers and ours

A ruin and republic of strewn wrecks.

Ranks rent, bonds broken, all things orderless,

A commonwealth of dead men's bones and dung,

Dust, mire, and blood, and one red rank of beasts

That rage and revel in equality.

Melville.     'Tis true, the commons are as waters

chafed

Since this wind blew amongst them : wave by wave
It lifts their heads up, and the murmuring air
Breathes hard and blackens with the blast of change,
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